SUNDAY MORNINGS

and scamped; rough rude scene-shifters in the
wings pester the performers to get this un-
necessary epilogue over and done with. How
could a modern performance equal those which
we saw in our youth ? The faithfullest imitation
would disappoint us. The clowns we knew were
all Clown, an immortal; Joey with the sausages,
who called the Pantaloon father. Lithe, masked
Harlequin with his glittering snake's skin and
his resilient wand, Columbine flitting light as
thistledown, they also were enduring types. We
neither knew nor cared about the names and the
relative merits of the actors who represented them
in various years, and whose records the historian
disinters; in recollection they are all fused and
live, each with his characteristic movements and
beauty, a life independent, like the gods of Greece
and the Seven Champions of Christendom. And
the Transformation Scene ! How could a panto-
mime be complete which did not include that,
and reproduce the ineffable splendour that once
we saw in it ? Veil after veil of shimmering gauze
was lifted, and disclosed new groups of motionless
divinities, seated, standing or flying, a trans-
cendent statuary, heroic and impalpable in the
shafts of radiance, clear-cut yet insubstantial.
Another veil rose, or another noiselessly parted,
its halves drifting back to invisibility; a new
recess of silver or golden light was divulged,
peopled with ideal beings, inhabitants of a world
of shining armour and flooding sunshine, flowers,
rainbows and butterflies' wings. As each new
revelation came, a sigh like a wave swept over
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